OVERHAUL

success, and the film-world seemed to me more
mysterious than ever.)

London, May 27$.

My birthday. I celebrated it by going to Portland
Place and undergoing what for some inexplicable
reason is called a thorough * overhaul *. I had
been warned that every man over fifty ought to
be ' overhauled' every few years, whether he thinks
he needs it or not. Dire maladies may unobtru-
sively begin their awful work within you, and
develop and develop quite unsuspefted, and then
suddenly declare open war on you, and you are
dead before you are prepared for death. More-
over, had I not been suffering from chronic insomnia
for many years, and muSt not insomnia have a
cause ? And so on. The advice seemed sensible.
As regards insomnia, my overhauler suggested
that I should take a drug, * medinol', every night
for three months or sis months. Yes, such was
the advice I paid for 1

London, May 30$.

Day memorable to me because this evening
before dinner I finished A6t II of the play the
idea for which had forced me to break my oath
never to write another play. To the reft of the
British world, however, the day was memorable
as being Election Day. I went to an enormous
ele&ion party in the evening, and found dozens
of people seriously disturbed at the mere possibility